TRUMPET VOLUNTARY
a half hours, not to please anyone.   Throw it away like worn-out
chewing-gum.   Take a pair of sparkling eyes instead.
Injustice . . . (here we are again). Everybody's unjust. That
woman who said to you in October, 1940, when you went into
the country because you'd just had an operation and your London
home had been entirely destroyed—"Well of course, if you're
afraid of bombs"—
. Yes, but why argue it out with her now, when it's 1943 and
you're back in London anyway ? Yes, but it was so damned unjust.
I can forgive—no, forget; forgive is a feeble word—I can forget
Hitler setting fire to my home (though forgetting little else of
his pretty ways) much more easily. Because she was my friend
and he wasn't (the last three words could be cut, and save print
and paper). Why should she get away with it ? "Hatred is like
a boomerang"—just one of the things that people say. It isn't a
boomerang. I wish I could send a boomerang out of my window,
and then not back again into my window but into hers. Yes,
but then it wouldn't be a boomerang. Yes it would, if I say so;
I mean if I threw it. She deserves it. How dare she say that to
me 2—"If you're afraid of boomerangs"—I mean bombs, when
I couldn't stand and so was useless for anything but my own job,
and rfcore than a liability in the danger zone just then, and had to
earn enough to pay my debts, and couldn't do it in a smoke-
blackened ruin ... I shall never forget it. Let her know that I'm
lying here awake at twenty to four a.m. passionately never forgetting
it. Injustice!
Another bogey: the future. Full of phoney tricks, the future is.
Comes towards you veiled and all that . . . Dunrio who it thinks
it is—a bride * Tear away the veil and let's have a look at it. So
you're the Future, are you ? And you've a fifty per cent, chance
of being better than the present, have you ? Alia a hundred per
cent, chance of being worse. But not even a one per cent, chance
of being exactly the same.
Thump the pillows—at least we needn't stand any nonsense from
pillows.
In case it has occurred by now to a Dorothy Parker fan that
I have been writing a Dorothy Parker insomnia, this may be per-
haps die place to say in terms of steady admiration that no one can
write like Dorothy Parker; but that nevertheless as this fa a bit
too like Dorothy Parker, I had better call it a Dorothy Parker
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